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the day with Mr. Putney Giles. Mrs. Campian did not
leave her room. Lord St. Aldegonde came down late, and
looked about him with an uneasy, ill-humoured air.

Whether from the absence of Theodora or from some
other cause, he was brusk, ungracious, scowling, and silent,
only nodding to the Bishop who benignly saluted him, re-
fusing every dish that was offered, then getting up and
helping himself at the side table, making a great noise with
the carving instruments, and flouncing down his plate when
he resumed his seat. Nor was his costume correct. All
the other gentlemen, though their usual morning dresses
were sufficiently fantastic (trunk hose of every form, stock-
ings bright as paroquets, wondrous shirts, and velvet coats
of every tint), habited themselves to-day, both as regards
form and colour, in a style indicative of the subdued gravity
of their feelings. Lord St. Aldegonde had on his shooting
jacket of brown velvet and a pink shirt and no cravat, and
his rich brown locks, always to a certain degree neglected,
were peculiarly dishevelled.

Hugo Bohun, who was not afraid of him and was a high
churchman, being in religion and in all other matters
always on the side of the Duchesses, said, ' Well, St. Alde-
gonde, are you going to chapel in that dress ? ' But St.
Aldegonde would not answer; he gave a snort and glanced
at Hugo with the eye of a gladiator.

The meal was over. The Bishop was standing near the
mantelpiece talking to the ladies, who were clustered round
him; the Archdeacon and the Chaplain and some other
clergy a little in the background; Lord St. Aldegonde, who,
whether there were a tire or not, always stood with his
back to the fireplace with his hands in his pockets, moved
discourteously among them, assumed his usual position, and
listened, as it were grimly, for a few moments to their talk ;
then he suddenly exclaimed in a loud voice, and with the
of a rebellious Titaa, * How I hate Sunduy ! *